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IN THE BELLY 
OF THE BEAST 


DATELINE: Alphabet City, Lower East Side, N.Y.C. 

There is something terribly wrong in the world. 
Something disastrous — a cataclysm of epic propor- 
tion — is about to happen. There is a sense of dread, 
of total helplessness, a feeling of fatalism. 

These are only some of the emotions and sensa- 
tions one races through when exposed to the mind- 
scrambling, psycho-delic grunge-rock of the maniacal 
White Zombie, a New York based band that has 
forced the music scene here to undergo shock therapy. 
So defiant of description are they, that you'll get 
hooked on them long before you get a handle on how 
to classify them, as has already happened to such 
Zombie fans as James Hetfield, Glenn Danzig and 
Iggy Pop, to name a few. 

"Our music is a catharsis," says Rob "Zombie" Stra- 
ker, the dreadlocked, Christ-figure, lead vocalist of 
the band. "It reflects the anger and frustration of a 
really screwed-up world... a dog-eat-dog world. | have 
a pretty negative opinion about human nature — it 
basically sucks. People are just instinctively aggressive 
and violent, and it's always been that way, so we're 
not gonna pretend to have a solution. For the band, 
we just deal with it by channeling this aggression 
into our music." 

If one's art is truly only a catharsis and a reflec- 
tion of one's environment, then it's no wonder White 
Zombie's music is particularly aggressive and frighten- 
ing. The band resides in the deepest, darkest, dirtiest 
byways of Manhattan's Lower East Side — a drug- 
infested, violence-plagued devil's playground. It seems 
dirt n' slime begets dirt n' slime. 

"We don't do songs about some made-up satanic 
bullshit like a lot of these contrived metal bands do. 
You wanna see hell, just look around you." Hey, isn't 
that a bodega being robbed? 

White Zombie delivers this "hell on earth" with - 
some of the most menacing offerings ever laid to 
vinyl. Some songs actually evoke sensations of delirium 
and terror; all reflect the ugly underbelly of human 
nature. From "Murderworld," "Revenge," "Demonspeed," 
"Godslayer," "Power Hungry," "Acid Flesh" and "Disas- 
ter Blaster" on the MAKE THEM DIE SLOWLY Lp 
to "Gun Crazy," "Shack Of Hate," "Future Shock" and 
"Scumkill"” on the SOUL CRUSHER Lp, man's thin 
veneer of civility is stripped away to reveal the naked 
human beast. On the latest Zombie single released in 
December, the band both evokes the '70s and buries 
them for good by obliterating the old Kiss song "God 
Of Thunder." Hail to the new gods of thunder! 

Subject matter isn't the only problem Rob has with 
all the banal, standardized heavy metal bands. "The 
commercial garbage never had any credibility, and the 
speed/thrash thing has run its course. It was too re- 
strictive — one tempo (fast), one dimensional. | enjoy 
doing stuff with a lot of time changes — it lets you 
change moods. Anyway, too many of those bands were 
just copying whatever Metallica did. It got really con- 
trived. That's why some of the more unique and inno- 
vative bands like Jane's Addiction and the Red Hot 
Chili Peppers are getting the big crowds these days. 
They're just more interesting to watch. Sure, there 
are elements of thrash in some of our music, but you 


can't limit yourself to any one influence. | grew up 

listening to Kiss mostly, and of course, Sabbath, AC/ 
DC, Motorhead, Black Flag, so | have a lot of influ- 
ences from that too." 

It would be a fatal mistake to view White Zombie 
as one of those gloom n' doom bands that take them- 
selves and their subject matter too seriously. Every- 
thing these denizens from the depths of the barrio do 
is with a streetwise sense of sarcasm, giving them 
the completely unique persona of being frightening 
and funny at the same time. While ripping into the 
menacing "Demonspeed" at a recent show, Rob show- 
ered the audience with xeroxed copies of a National 
Enquirer article, "How To Tell If Your Kid Is Into 
Satan," and proceeded to read off the list of "warn- 
ing signs." Could listening to WZ be one of them?? 

Crucial to the Zombie aura is the visual imagery 
they project. Many of the band's record covers and 
inner sleeves are emblazoned with Rob's chilling, 
urban-extremist caricatures. He and bassist/girlfriend 
Sean Yseult attended Parsons Art School which 


contributed to White Zombie being labeled an art-noise | White Zombie: Rob, Ivan DePrume, Sean, Jay Yuenger. 
band during their early days. "We also came from 2 i z 


that part of town where all the art fags hung out," shocked American public to the occult practices of Haitian 
adds Rob. "We never felt a part of that crowd, and they mysticism. Now it's White Zombie, the band, putting the 
never liked us much. Our audience has mostly been punk wamma-jamma on us. And the curse, it seems, will only get 
and metal kids who wear Metallica T-shirts and mosh mas- stronger and more pervasive. Currently, the band is record- 
sively, which is cool." ing their third Lp for Caroline, and like the others, you can 
Also of great influence on the band's psyche are the B- be sure it will chew up your soul and spit it out like spent 
grade horror films of the '30s, '40s and '50s. "They had Hubba Bubba. This past summer, Chris Williamson of Rock 
atmosphere," says Rob. And probably no film had more at- Hotel productions was blown away by a show the band -put 
mos-fear than the genuinely creepy and surreal White Zombie on at CBGB's. After their set, Chris let WZ know how he 
(1932) where voodoo cult leader Bela Lugosi introduced a felt about them and promised to make them stars. He signed 


them on to a massive Rock Hotel bill at 
the Ritz a month later. It had to have 
been the event of the year. If a lineup 
like Nevermore, Cycle Sluts From Hell, 
White Zombie and Danzig doesn't do any- 
thing for you, then you must be clinical- 
ly brain dead. 

"That was a great show ‘cause the 
crowd was really crazy — and huge," 
recalls Rob. "Also, the lineup really 
worked well." A cold-sweat angst filled 
the air as White Zombie pounded out 
their set. With red ambulance lights 
spinning and police sirens blaring all a- 
round the stage, Rob whipped the crowd 
into a moshing frenzy. It was a scene 
frighteningly reminiscent of a very trou- 
bled, hot summer night on the Lower 
East Side. It had become another Tomp- 
kins Square riot. White Zombie had wel- 
comed us to their world. 

This is murderworld, buddy 

Not just another traffic jam 

No credit card gonna get you home. 

— "Murderworld" 


